us the specimen. There you have medical knowledge!
No, I am not a cynic. I just can't stand in the Anatomy
Room beside a dissected suicide and eat my sandwiches—
I just can't. But that doesn't necessarily mean that I am
a weakling, as you always imagine/'
*c I am so fond of you, Firilei, just as you are	"
" Now I will tell you a secret, Hele, and you must
believe me. I have composed three songs. I have taken
those beautiful words of Holderlin, they gave me no
peace until I had set them to music—oh I I was so happy,
so at home, so in harmony with myself 1 Gebhardt thinks
there is something in them. Perhaps they will be sung
one day ? Perhaps something like that would convince
my father, don't you think ? Oh I Hele, dear, dear Hele,
perhaps it would convince you as well? They belong to
you, those songs, and if you believe in me I shall succeed.
Am I not different since I have had you ? "
** Yes, you are a little different.  More of a man."
** And besides—I have not yet had you—completely,"
said Rainer softly.
** You must give me time, Firilei.  Wait for me."
"Yes.   I am waiting.   I am a champion at being
patient—for you. . • . But you mustn't expect too much
from me—you, too...."
" There, there-—come," said Helene, and put her arms
round his neck. She embraced him with a gesture of
singular tenderness. She cupped the back of his head ia
her hand, and his hair was fine and warm to the tips of
bet fingers as she kissed him. A woodpecker hammered
near by, and from the stream below arose the notes of a
concertina—tie sounds of a Sunday afternoon in the
country.
An hour later they all met again below, near the boats,
and now they had arranged to have a bathe. The sun
shone full on the flat meadow bank. Dragon-flies hummed
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